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CORRESPONDENCE. 


PHI-DELTA  HALL,  July  6th,  1848. 
Mr.  J.  Macneill  Smith— 
Sir, 

In  accordance  with  a  resolution  of  the  "  Phi-Delta  Society,"  this  day 
passed,  we,  as  a  Committee,  beg  leave  to  tender  to  you  the  grateful  acknowledgments  of  that 
body  for  the  chaste  and  classic  Address  yesterday  delivered  in  the  College  Chapel  before  the 
Literary  Societies,  and  to  solicit  a  copy  of  the  same  for  publication. 
With  sentiments  of  the  highest  regard. 
We  are,  yours,  <fec. 

J.  B.  RAGLAND,       p 
'  C.  H.  WILSON,  V  Committee. 

E.  L.  ANDERSON,    ) 


OGLETHORPE  UNIVERSITY,  July  10,  1848. 

Gentlemen,— 

Your  polite  note,  requesting  for  publication  a  copy  of  the  Oration  I  had  the 
honor  of  delivering  before  the  Literary  Societies  on  the  4th  instant,  was  duly  received.  And 
in  reply,  permit  me  to  say,  that  in  complying  with  that  request,  I  yield  to  the  partiality  of 
those  whom  you  represent,  what,  I  feel  confident,  is  not  warranted  by  any  merits  of  the  pro- 
duction itself  The  Address,  however,  was  written  at  their  instance,  and  therefore  becomes 
exclusively  their  property  ;  and  if,  as  you  intimate,  its  publication  would  be  at  all  gratifying, 
I  hardly  feel  authorized  in  withholding  it  from  their  disposal.  Hoping  that  a  consideration  of 
inexperience,  together  with  the  indispensable  engagements  of  a  student's  life,  may  be  a  suffi- 
cient apology  for  the  many  imperfections  of  the  humble  offering,  I  will  place  the  manuscript 
at  your  service.  Please  tender  my  thanks  to  the  Society,  and  accept,  Gentlemen,  personally, 
the  assurances  of  the  distinguished  consideration  of 

Your  friend  and  obedient  servant, 

J.  MACNEILL  SMITH. 
Messrs.  J.  B.  Ragland,      ^ 

C.  H.  Wilson,       >  Committee. 
E.  L.  Anherson,   j 
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ORATION. 


Gentlemen  of  the  Literary  Societies 

and  respected  Audience : 

Nineteen  hundred  years  ago,  there  arose  in  the 
city  of  the  Csesars  a  magnificent  temple.  Within  that 
sacred  dome  stood  a  hfe-hke  and  almost  breathing 
statue,  the  personification  of  the  Goddess  to  whom  the  ' 
temple  was  dedicated.  She  was  represented  as  bear- 
ing in  each  hand  a  wand  emblematical  of  her  peculiar 
offices, — Liberty  and  Independence.  To  the  shrine  of 
this  mute  but  eloquent  deity,  her  devotees  were  accus- 
tomed to  repair  to  consecrate  their  gifts,  to"  bend  the 
knee  in  humble  adoration,  to  kiss  the  shadowy  hand 
extended  over  them,  and  to  implore  her  benediction 
with  a  continuance  of  favors.  Need  we  ask  the  cause 
of  this  devotion  of  the  brawny  son  of  Romulus  ?  Why 
this  mysterious  veneration  ?  The  warm,  the  overflow- 
ing and  spontaneous  gushings  from  a  heart  of  patriot- 
ism and  gratitude,  must  furnish  the  appropriate  res- 
ponse. A  similar  object,  and  a  feeling,  as  I  trust,  akin 
to  that  have  congregated  us  together  this  evening.  We 
have  met  on  this — our  national  olympiad  and  jubilee, 
to  bend  before  the  altar  of  the  great  deeds  of  our  fa- 
thers, to  consecrate  a  few  of  the  passing  moments  to 
a  consideration  of  their  unexampled  virtues,  and  to 
present  our  thank  offerings — the  annual  libation  to  the 


presiding  genius  of   our  liberties   and  independence. 
And  as  we  have  assembled  under  the  banner  of  the 
^' Stars  and  Stripes"  that  has  floated  over  many  a  stor- 
my field,  and  been  baptized  in  tears,  in  treasure  and  in 
blood,  in  defence  of  the  crown  of  that  beautiful  God- 
dess,— the  object  of  Roman  worship, — -it  may  not  be 
an  improper  exercise  of  the  festivities  of  the  occasion, 
to  take  a  brief  review  of  her  progress  and  reign  from 
the  earliest  period.     We  come  not  indeed  in  priestly 
robes,  as  the  superstitious  votaries  of  antiquity,  to  pay 
some  inhuman  pennance,  in  order  to  appease  the  low- 
ering anger  of  the  gods,  or  to  hush  the  hissing  fates. 
Such  heathen  folly  degrades  not  our  faith.     Ours  is  a 
purer,  higher  and  more  rational  duty.     We  celebrate 
not  the  birth  of  any  warlike  hero — not  the  coronation 
of  any  divine  ancestor.     These  are  not  the  sources  of 
our  exultation.     No  Rhea  Silvia  emblazons  the  cata- 
logue of  our  geneology — no  vEgeria  has  whispered  to 
us  from  her  nightly  oracle  the  hidden  secrets  of  futu- 
rity ;  no  compassionate  Faustulus  sustained  us,  when 
adversity  frowned  upon  our  infancy.     Such  spurious 
claims  to  nobility,  as  they  originated  in  the  unbridled 
fancy  of  a  rude  barbarian,  would  ill  become  the  citi- 
zens of  the  nineteenth  century.    Our  ancestors,  though 
not  indeed  classed  among  the  divinities,  yet  were  they 
truly  illustrious  and  immortal.     No  veil  of  obscurity 
overshadows  them  or  their  deeds.     But  the  glory  of 
the  past,  the  grandeur  of  the  present,  and  the  omens 
of  the  future,  declare  their  renown.     Neither  is  it  the 
strength  of  Hercules,  the  wisdom  of  Minerva,  the  re- 
finements of  Apollo,  nor  the  beauty  of  Venus  that  we 
idolize  and  love.     These,  like  the  memory  of  their 
worshippers,  live  only  in  song,  or  are  wafted  through 
the  distance  upon  the  faint  breath  of  tradition.     But 


we  come  as  an  enlightened  people  under  the  genial 
rays  of  that  light  which  invested  Calvary  with  a 'never 
fading  and  inextinguishable  illamination,  to  engage  in 
these  becoming  duties  of  homage,  to  attest  by  our  pre- 
sence our  faith,  to  immolate  our  victim,  and  to  sprinkle 
our  incense  upon  the  altar  of  that  ever  fascinating  and 
ever  propitious  divinity, — Eleutheria.  Let  us  then, 
while  we  perform  these  rituals  in  commemoration  of 
her  regeneration,  and  the  dedication  of  this — her  great 
American  temple,  hasten  back  upon  Fancy's  silken 
pinion,  to  the  era  of  her  joyous  youth.  Let  us  con- 
template her  as  she  then  was,  in  the  full  exercise  of 
her  natural  prerogatives,  and  with  an  unlimited  sway, 
whose  mild  character  is  ever  in  consonance  with  the 
language  of  inspiration,  "  peace  on  earth  and  good 
will  to  men."  Go  back  to  the  beginning  of  time,  when 
there  issued  from  the  eternal  council  the  solemn  edict, 
"let  us  make  man."  At  which  proclamation,  Hope, 
buoyant  with  the  newness  of  life,  stood,  with  a  blazing 
torch,  on  the  eve  of  her  etherial  flight  to  this  distant 
planet;  while  Nature,  arrayed  in  the  rosy  colors  of 
morn,  srniled  upon  the  new  creation,  in  which 

"  in  beauty  clad, 
With  health  in  every  vein, 
And  reason  throned  upon  his  brow, 
Stepped  forth  immortal  man." 

*'  The  powerful  king  of  day,"  rejoicing  in  the  dawn  of 
his  career,  beheld  from  his  glittering  car,  man  bearing 
the  form  of  his  great  architect,  and  the  majesty  of  Li- 
berty enthroned  as  his  sovereign.  Such  was  the  coro- 
nation of  the  goddess  whose  subjects  we  profess  to  be  ; 
and  such  was  the  propitious  beginning  of  an  unhappy 
reign.  Such  too  was  man's  primitive  existence,  sur- 
rounded by  all  that  could  charm,  a,llure  and  fascinate,— 


a  land  of  enchantments  where  he  roamed  but  with  one 
restri(}tion, — the  bright  morning,  the  flowery  spring,  of 
which  the  muse  has  sung.  But  hope,  the  delusive 
phantom,  breathed  into  his  too  diligent  ear  that  all  these 
were  to  be  perennial,  as  the  unfading  amaranth  that 
blooms  in  eternal  spring.  A  vain  illusion !  They  were 
short-lived,  and  were  soon  to  vanish  and  fade  away, 
as  the  morning  flower  or  the  giddy  insect  that  sports 
out  its  ephemeral  existence  in  the  sunbeam.  No  vi- 
sions however,  of  coming  woe,  as  yet  disturbed  the 
unruffled  serenity  of  his  enraptured  soul.  Placid  were 
his  thoughts,  as  Lucerne's  bosom  on  a  summer's  eve. 
No  murmur  of  the  distant  thunder  was  borne  on  the 
swelling  breeze ;  no  sound  of  the  troubled  deep,  as  it 
lashes  and  laves  the  beach,  under  the  scourge  of  Nep- 
tune, is  heard ;  no  roar  of  the  prowling  tiger  as  yet 
bursts  through  the  stillness  of  the  night ;  no  seraphic 
lightning, — dread  token  of  insulted  justice  and  abused 
freedom, — had  yet  plunged  and  leaped  with  sublime 
terror  across  the  blue  arch  of  heaven.  Beautiful  and 
unbroken  was  the  solemn  stillness  that  preceded  the 
dreadful  storm.  But  suddenly,  portentous  clouds,  alike 
fearful  and  novel,  gather  above  the  horizon ;  and  while 
they  accumulate  and  blacken,  the  raven  wings  of  des- 
pair are  descried  in  the  distance,  rapidly  advancing 
and  dispensing  the  night  of  its  own  creation :  the  bright 
star  upon  which  man  had  fixed  the  anchor  of  his  hope, 
starts  from  its  orbit,  breaking  in  wild  disorder  from  the 
planetary  system,  burning  as  it  rolls  along,  until  it  is 
lost,  leaving  in  its  glowing  pathway  the  characters  of 
lurid  fire,  "  thy  glory  hath  departeji."  The  goddess 
feels  her  impotency,  and  trembles  upon  her  throne. 
The  moral  universe  begins  to  rock  in  a  mighty  convul- 
sion, as  if  seated  upon  the  upheavings  of  some  boiling 
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^Etna,  to  be  swallowed  up  in  its  fiery  orifice.  Liberty 
is  crownless,  and  her  scepter  broken.  Tyranny,  seiz- 
ing the  fallen  .trident,  ascends  the  imperial  chair,  and 
reigns  supreme.  Disobedience  gave  this  fatal  stroke, 
as  is  beautifully  expressed  by  Milton  : 

"  Earth  felt  the  wound  ;  and  Nature  from  her  seat, 
Sighing,  through  all  her  works,  gave  signs  of  wo 
That  all  was  lost." 

Here  we  may  record  the  first  great  downfall  of  Lib- 
erty. Thus  was  she  robbed,  cruelly  robbed,  of  her 
regal  powers,  and  her  moral  force  vanquished  forever. 
Thus  did  man,  transcending  his  prescribed  limits,  for- 
feit her  favour,  together  with  that  of  heaven,  and 
thence  was  he  to  degrade  from  one  species  of  servi- 
tude to  another.  As  we  take  our  stand  upon  the  mount 
of  memory,  experience  points  to  this  epoch  as  the 
birth-day  of  despotism ;  and  we  see  its  effects  scatter- 
ed across  the  area  of  six  thousand  years,  while  we 
gaze  with  wonder  upon  the  towering  mausoleum  of 
moral  freedom  growing  into  eternity,  and  behold  Li- 
berty wandering  almost  an  exile  from  earth,  shorne  of 
her  glory,  subject  to  defeat,  often  urging  unsuccessful 
vindications  foi  her  just  prerogatives.  We  grieve  for 
her  calamities.  And  would  you  know  the  importance 
of  her  first  disaster, — the  prelude  to  all  succeeding? 
It  caused  the  burning  tears  of  Gethsemane  to  flow. 
Would  you  gauge  its  magnitude  by  its  results  ?  Num- 
ber the  millions  who  now  groan  and  have  groaned  for 
ages  under  the  yoke  of  oppression.  Let  all  the  mar- 
tyrs who  have  fallen  in  defence  of  her  crown,  be  mar- 
shalled in  one  solid  phalanx,  and  the  unwinking  eye  of 
day  vi^ould  close  upon  the  scene,  the  very  earth  would 
tremble  under  the  tread  of  the  mighty  host,  while  they 
would  send  up  a  shout  that  would  pierce  througii  the 
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narrow  bounds  of  time,  and  burst  with  the  thunder  of 
heaven's  bolted  engine  upon  the  green  and  sunny  plains 
of  immortality.     Such  indeed  were  its  consequences. 

Man,  thus  deserted  by  his  presiding  genius — thus 
exposed  to  the  buffetings  of  the  stormy  ocean  of  life, 
and  incurring  the  stern  mandate,  "  away  slave  and 
choose  thy  master,"  was  rendered  incapable  of  resisting 
the  encroachments  made  upon  his  inalienahle  rights,  and 
was  ere  long  to  become  the  victim  of  lawless  freedom, 
or  to  couch  beneath  the  frown  of  a  tyrant,  and  feel 
his  shackles  pressing  u])on  a  hitherto  fetterless  spirit 
In  this  dilemma,  truly  could  he  have  exclaimed  from 
the  deep  gloom  of  his  soul, 

"  O  LibertVj  thou  goddess  heavenly  bright, 
Profuse  of  bliss  and  pregnant  with  delight! 
Eternal  pleasures  in  thy  presence  reign, 
And  smiling  plenty  leads  thy  wanton  train; 
Eased  of  her  load,  subjection  grows  more  light, 
And  poverty  looks  cheerful  in  thy  sight ; 
Thou  makesi  the  gloonriy  face  of  nature  gay, 
Givest  beauty  to  the  sun,  and  pleasure  to  the  day." 

Anarchy  and  confusion  for  a  time  prevailing,  gradually 
generated  a  despotism  under  which  that  "  chosen  peo- 
ple" were  reduced  to  a  hopeless  captivity,  and  every 
vestige  of  liberty  seemed  to  have  been  blotted  from 
existence.  But  the  day  of  their  redemption  from 
slavery  began  to  dawn  as  it' had  been  ordained  in  the 
councils  of  the  divine  will.  The  triune  God,  moved 
with  compassion  for  their  sufferings,  and  indignation  at 
their  protracted  servitude,  began  to  manifest  his  dis- 
pleasure by  thundering  upon  Horeb's  top,  when  he 
delegated  the  great  lawgiver  of  the  Jews  as  his  vice- 
gerent to  execute  the  designs  of  predestination. — 
Thrones  began  to  totter  on  their  old  foundations — 
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chains,  which  seemed  almost  just,  from  their  very  an- 
tiquity, are  burst  asunder,  and  sceptres  fall  irresistibly 
from  the  royal  grasp,  while  the  oppressed  are  led  on- 
ward by  pillars  of  cloud  and  fire.  The  haughty  ty- 
rant, from  whose  dominion  they  had  fled,  pressed  mad- 
ly in  pursuit,  to  reduce  them  to  former  allegiance,  but 
the  voice  that  had  led  them  thus  far,  again  is  heard — 
not  indeed  in  agony  and  hopeless  despair,  but  as  the 
omnipotent  blast  of  condemnation  and  divine  ven- 
geance, while  the  collapsing  waves  close  over  him  for- 
ever. Say — ye  advocates  of  monarchy,  ye  hangers-on 
of  courts  and  parasites  of  the  palace,  does  this  confirm 
the  absolute  and  divine  right  of  kings?  The  moral 
effect  intended  by  this  miraculous  deliverance,  soon 
failed  of  its  design;  the  redeemed  became  unmim^ful 
of  the  sovereioTi  of  the  universe,  to  whom  both  tem- 
poral  and  eternal  fealty  is  essentially  due  ;  and  not- 
withstanding this'manifest  divine  interposition  in  behalf 
of  Liberty,  her  favor  and  protection  were  again  to  be 
renounced  ;  her  subjects  were  soon  to  become  disloyal, 
and  disregarding  their  ancient  thraldom  and  tribulation, 
were  ere  long  to  bow  down  again  at  the  feet  of  roy- 
alty. Her  reign  being  thus  disrespected,  after  being 
so  wonderfully  re-established,  and  thus  dishonored  in 
the  midst  of  a  full  fruition  of  her  favors,  the  goddess 
frowned  upon  the  perverse  nature  of  man,  and  wept 
tears  of  bitterness  over  his  fate,  while  she  plumed  her 
wing  for  a  longer  and  loftier  flight  from  earth.  Many 
ages  rolled  slowly  away,  while  the  poli:ical  night  grew 
darker,  hansriua-  as  a  vast  incubus  over  creation.  No 
propitious  star  glitters  in  its  far  distant  home,  to  dispel 
this  o;loom  or  to  harbing-er  her  second  advent.  At 
len2"th,  however,  tokens  of  her  return  becran  to  cheer 
the  universal  despondency.     One  hovers  around,  and 
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perches  as  a  dazzling  eagle  above  the  plains  of  Mara- 
thon. Another  shoots  out  as  a  meteor  froiR  amidst  the 
surrounding  darkness,  and  hangs  with  more  than  meri- 
dian splendor  upon  Thermopylae  ;  until  Liberty,  whose 
charms  had  been  the  cause  of  such  gallant  achieve- 
ments  and  of  so  much  solicitation,  overcome  by  the 
importunities  of  such  admirers  as  Miltiades  and  Leoni- 
das,  descends  once  more  to  earth,  choosing  her  sacred 
residence  among  the  academic  groves  of  Attica.  As 
soon  as  her  presence  is  realized,  the  skill  of  the  great 
masters  is  laid  under  laborious  contribution  to  invent  a 
living  personification  of  her  celestial  features ;  the 
canvass  seems  almost  to  breathe  under  the  exquisite 
touch  of  the  pencil  of  Apelles,  and  the  marble  to  res- 
pond to  the  measured  stroke  of  the  chisel  of  Phidias. 
Aristotle  solicits  her  to  become  the  presiding  genius  of 
his  political  school ;  and  Demosthenes  becomes  ena- 
moured of  the  beautiful  Eleutheria  of  his  own  imagi- 
nation, undergoing  the  most  painful  and  unnatural  dis- 
cipline to  procure  her  smile  upon  his  devoted  coun- 
try,— invoking  the  inspiration  of  Apollo  in  a  subterra- 
nean cell,  and  ascending  the  rostrum  with  a  wounded, 
bleeding  body,  that  he  might  render  to  her  an  agreea- 
ble offering  of  eloquence.  Homer,  many  ages  before 
her  dominion,  while  recording  the  vain  boasts  of  proud 
Agamemnon,  the  noble  daring  of  honest  Ajax,  and  the 
supplications  of  pious  Achilles,  breathed  forth  warm 
invocations  to  her  in  a  vein  of  poetic  inspiration  that 
has  carved  his  name  high  on  the 

"  Unmouldering  pillar  of  fame." 

Socrates  taught  his  disciples  to  regard  her  dynasty  as 
the  greatest  incentive  to  the  culture,  and  only  safe 
guarantee  for  the  promotion  of  the  principles  of  his 
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system  of  ethics.  But  when  her  reign  had  been  appa- 
rently firmly  established,  an  enemy  arose  in  the  person 
of  Alexander,  who  watched  her  progress  with  jealousy, 
and  at  length  crushed  it ; — and 

"  Greece  was  living  Greece  no  more." 

Thus  vanquished  by  a  tjn-ant,  and  expelled  from  the 
land  where  she  had  acquired  "  a  local  habitation  and 
a  name,"  she  yielded  to  the  solicitations  across  the 
Adriatic,  vsdiere  she  was  hailed  by  Regulus, — first 
great  martyr  to  her  cause, — offering  himself  up  a  vol- 
untary sacrifice  upon  her  altar  ;  while  Gracchus,  as  a 
token  of  his  affection,  rears  for  the  celebration  of  her 
rituals,  the  magnificent  temple  to  which  we  have  before 
alluded.  Brutus — an  undying  example  of  enthusiastic 
devotion  to  her — falls  upon  his  own  sword;  and  Cice- 
ro, ever  prompt  in  paying  his  vows,  thunders  as  Olym- 
pus in  the  Roman  Senate,  striking  terror  to  the  very 
heart  of  conspiracy,  and  disarming  the  assassin.  But 
Csesar — her  invincible  antagonist — unchecked  even  by 
the  dark  v^^aters  of  the  Rubicon,  hurled  her  sacrile- 
giously from  her  throne,  and  erected  upon  its  ruins  a 
despotic  dynasty  as  durable  as  adamant. 

We  have  thus,  fellow-citizens,  briefly  and  imperfect- 
ly sketched  the  progress  of  Liberty  from  the  earliest 
moment,  through  the  ages  of  ignorance  and  supersti- 
tion ;  and  we  have  seen  that  her  reign  has  been  one  of 
perplexing  anxiety,  subject  to  constant  and  sudden  vi- 
cissitudes, in  consequence  of  the  depravity  of  man, — 
deprived,  as  he  was  in  the  fall,  of  his  moral  freedom. 
We  have  likewise  observed  in  this  review,  that  she  is 
a  very  jealous  deity,  dispensing  her  favors  with  par- 
tiality, and  invariably  frowning  upon  those  who  are 
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remiss  in  their  attendance  at  iier  altars,  or  are  not  se- 
lect in  their  victims  for  immolation.  Not  long  after 
this  triumph  of  ambition  and  tyranny  in  Rome,  over 
justice,  virtue  and  liberty,  to  which  we  have  just  re- 
ferred, a  new  dispensation  was  ushered  in ;  before 
which,  despotism  and  superstition  fled  as  night-birds  at 
the  returning  beams  of  Aurora.  Mankind  were  arous- 
ed from  the  long  lethargy  of  servitude,  to  a  sense  of 
their  rights  and  immunities.  Liberty  received  a  new 
crown,  and  looked  forward  to  a  more  auspicious  future. 
A  bright  peculiar  star  arose  in  Bethlehem, — the  most 
brilliant  that  ever  blazed  in  the  whole  constellation  of 
heaven ;  that  star,  though  destined  soon  to  fade  away 
from  mortal  vision,  yet  during  its  short  but  glorious 
career,  it  announced  to  the  world  the  most  important 
political  truth  that  ever  was  revealed  to  man, — a  truth 
of  more  beneficial  import  to  his  well-being,  than  all 
the  systems  of  political  economy  that  have  ever  been 
devised, — a  truth,  which  is  levelling  to  this  day  the 
unjust  and  unnatural  distinctions  which  arrogance  and 
power  had  established  among  men, — one,  indeed,  be- 
fore which-  the  tyrants  of  the  earth  well  might  trem- 
ble— ''All  men  are  harm  free  and  equals  Doubt  not,  ye 
skeptics,  ye  admirers  of  Locke,  ye  disciples  of  Bacon, 
and  ye  countrymen  of  Jefferson,  that  here  was  the  ori- 
gin of  that  renowned  axiom,  publicly  and  fearlessly 
proclaimed  in  Seve7iteen  Seventy- Six.  The  claims  of 
Liberty  were  thus  warmly  espoused  and  openly  avow- 
ed by  the  most  wonderful  example  of  personal  sacri- 
fice for  the  good  of  others.  This  Revelation  of  the 
divine  mind,  contained  the  first  true  republican  princi- 
ples, which  .have  since  given  rise  to  various  modifica- 
tions of  a  pure  democracy,  and  is  fast  hastening  that 
great  political  jubilee, — the   triumph  of  equal  rights 
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throughout  the  world.  It  is  to  the  Bible,  then,  that  we 
are  indebted  for  our  present  enjoyment  of  a  pure,  civil, 
rational  and  constitutional  liberty.  But  notwithstand- 
ing this  vindication  from  such  an  illustrious  advocate, 
her  reign  was  not  yet  to  be  one  of  unmolested  peace. 
Persecution  marked  her  progress  with  the  blood  of  her 
devotees,  who  attested  their  allegiance  by  an  unwaver- 
ing obedience  to  the  injunctions  of  conscience.  Ty- 
ranny trampled  upon  innocence,  equity,  justice  and 
law.  A  dark  night,  both  political  and  intellectual,  gra- 
dually approached  and  spread  its  gloomy  pall  over 
her  prospects,  vv^hile  the  craft  of  priests  and  policy  of 
rulers  were  studiously  exercised  in  consuming  the  sa- 
cred volume  embodying  her  chartered  rights.  But, 
thanks  to  Almighty  God !  an  obscure  cell  became  the 
repository  of  that  sacred  fire,  where,  though  invisible, 
yet  it  burned  with  original  splendor,  Luther,  Zwingle 
and  Melancthon  became  its  trusty  guardians,  who  kin- 
dled it  again  into  a  blaze  which  is  still  magnifying  and 
spreading,  and  is  destined  to  sweep,  in  one  mighty  con- 
flagration, 

"  As  far  as  the  universe  spreads  its  flaming  wall." 

The  Reformation,  aided  by  the  invention  of  printing, 
became  therefore  the  second  great  impulse  to  the  cause 
of  Liberty,  and  has  since  extended  the  broad  JEgis  of 
civilization  over  many  of  the  dominions  of  superstition, 
on  the  eastern  continent,  and  is  gradually  extending  it 
over  the  now  disconsolate,  but  once  powerful  Apala- 
chian  tribes  of  our  own  sequestern  glens, 

"  Whose  fresh  unsullied  charms 
Welcomed  Columbus  from  the  western  wave." 

After  this  glorious  dissemination  of  light  and  know- 
ledge, the  indefatigable  Knox,  of  the  Church  of  Scot- 
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land,  proclaimed  her  rights  from  the  Grampian  hills, 
and  was  answered  with  a  corresponding  signal  from 
the  Parhament  of  England  by  the  illustrious  Hamden 
and  Sidney.  The  stern  and  unbending  Puritans  be- 
came her  zealous  advocates ;  they  imbibed  her  holy 
essence  ;  and  it  sinks  deep  into  bosoms  enshrined  by  a 
faith  not  to  be  shaken  by  the  force  of  tyrants, — ^the 
cruelty  and  oppression  of  the  Stuarts  and  Tudors. 
When  chased  as  the  innocent  and  timid  fawn,  by  the 
royal  pack,  over  the  sloping  hills  and  green  vales  of 
their  native  land;  when  remonstrance  was  in  vain; 
when  prayers,  petitions  and  entreaties  were  unavail- 
ing ;  then  it  was,  in  that  sad  moment,  that  casting  a 
last,  fond,  regretting  look  upon  their  sea-girt  isle,  the 
home  of  their  fathers,  that  they  still  loved  with  patri- 
otic affection,  and  relying  upon  the  arm  of  the  all-per- 
vading presence,  they  committed  themselves  to  the  un- 
certainties of  the  future  upon  the  stormy  billows  of  the 
ocean.  Methinks  I  see  that  little  band,  the  loving  and 
the  loved,  bidding  a  last  farewell  to  the  sweet  land  of 
their  birth,  parting  forever  from  the  friends  of  their 
youth,  and  sundering  every  tie  that  was  dearest  to  the 
heart,  only  to  be  free  in  the  exercise  of  the  affections 
of  that  heart.  Glorious,  honored,  immortal  band! — 
Methinks  I  see  them  clustered  together  for  mutual  con- 
solation, amidst  the  shades  of  night,  strugghng  with 
the  elements,  and  tossed  by  adverse  winds  upon  un- 
known seas, — leaning  forward  their  harassed  frames 
from  the  shattered  decks,  and  stretching  westward 
their  anxious  and  eager  eyes,  with  no  cheering  pros- 
pects to  animate  and  enliven, — forfeiting  all  worldly 
aggrandizement  and  emoluments,  only  that  they  might 
live  in  obedience  to  the  will  of  heaven.  Exemplary, 
npble,   sublime   spectacle!    Yes,   onward  were   they 
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borne  by  the  icy  waves  amidst  the  privations  and  hard- 
ships of  winter,  to  an  asylum  among  the  snow-clad 
peaks  of  New-England.  Hither  Liberty  had  piloted 
them  as  her  only  resting  place,  where  her  favors  might 
be  enjoyed  in  spirit  and  in  truth,  and  God  be  worship- 
ped in  temples  not  made  with  hands  ;  and  here,  house- 
less and  friendless,  they  took  up  their  first  abode  upon 
Plymouth  rock — 

"  That  holiest  spot, 
The  high  place  of  freedom's  birth." 

Thus  our  noble  ancestors,  way-worn  and  weary  with 
the  vices  and  corruptions  of  the  Old  World,  leaning  on 
their  staff  of  travel,  came  to  a  fairer  clime  and  better 
country,  whose  soil  was  uncontaminated  with  the  foot- 
prints of  despotism.  And  it  was  here  that  they  cra- 
dled their  young  political  being,  not  indeed  on  the  out- 
skirts of  the  territory  of  civilization,  where  the  cheek 
might  occasionally  be  fanned  by  the  gentle  breezes 
that  swept  across  its  borders,  to  remind  them  of  the 
proximity  of  a  region  redolent  with  flowers,  though 
not  to  be  enjoyed, — but  far  off,  beyond  and  away, 
where  the  sound  of  human  improvement  was  never 
heard,  and  the  social  virtues  had  never  clustered  or 
ripened  into  fruit.  But  their  privations  were  a  volun- 
tary choice,  and  a  delightful  endurance  for  freedom's 
sake,  for  humanity's  sake,  and  for  posterity's  sake. 
Calm  and  serene  was  their  first  sweet  slumber.  The 
wild  flowers  shed  their  fragrance  around,  the  ocean 
sung  its  requiem  in  the  ear  of  the  sleepers,  the  rock- 
ribbed  coast  gave  back  the  gentle  murmur  of  the  rip- 
ling  sea,  and  the  forest  songster  mingled  his  gay  notes 
with  the  melody  of  the  singing  spheres.  But  a  change 
came  over  the  spirit  of  their  dream,  and  suddenly  they 
awoke.     The  lion  from  whose  fangs  they  had  fled, 
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ever  vigilant  of  its  prey,  began  to  snuff  upon  the  gale 
their  grov^ing  prosperity,  and  becoming  jealous  of  their 
formidable  appearance,  ere  long  his  significant  roar  is 
heard  in  the  distance  ;  louder  and  yet  louder  it  grows, 
until  it  bursts  in  deep  and  terrific  tones  upon  the  still- 
ness of  their  retreat,  and  the  Western  valley  rings 
with  its  reverberations.  But  those  noble  and  true 
hearts  knew  no  fear.  The  principles  for  which  they 
undertook  their  first  great  adventure,  they  still  wore 
about  them,  as  a  panoply.  The  mild  goddess,  whose 
benign  reign  was  thus  contested  and  assailed,  inspires 
her  votaries  with  an  enthusiastic  patriotism,  and  grasp- 
ing the  standard  of  the  ''Star  Spangled  Banner,^' 

"  Plants  it  upon  the  line  that  justice  draws, 
And  will  prevail,  or  perish  in  her  cause." 

The  frail  bark  of  their  political  existence  was  thus 
again  unloosed  from  its  moorings,  upon  a  more  danger- 
ous ocean  of  experiment ;  and  though  the  past  offered 
no  compass  to  direct  them  through  the  coming  tempest, 
though  the  vault  above  showed  neither  sun,  moon  nor 
star, — the  horizon  around  a  girdle  of  storms, — the  bil- 
lows on  every  side  thick-studded  with  breakers ;  yet 
were  they  resolved — firmly  resolved — to  hold  to  the 
helm  with  the  intrepidity  of  Scott's  hero,  until  riven, 
rent  and  torn,  it  should  strand  and  go  down,  freighted 
with  the  last  hope  of  expiring  freedom.  It  is  needless 
to  recount  the  incidents  of  the  Revolution:  they  are 
familiar  to  us  all.  It  has  already  exerted,  and  will 
continue  to  exert,  a  great  moral  influence  for  ages  yet 
to  come.  The  results  of  that  glorious  struggle,  by 
which  an  injured  people  sprang  at  once  into  all  the 
health,  hardihood  and  strength  of  a  mighty  nation,  are 
not  indeed  engraven  upon  tables  of  stone,  nor  chiselled 
upon  marble  columns.  These  might  perish — they  have 
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a  more  enduring-  monument.  The  records  of  the  toil 
and  bloodshed  of  the  patriot  martyrs  of  that  eventful 
period,  live  in  the  hearts  of  their  free,  enlightened  and 
grateful  descendants,  where  refreshed  by  the  balmy 
dews  of  memory,  they  will  grow  greener  and  fresher 
forever : 

"  These  sIkiU  resist  the  empire  of  decay, 
When  time  is  o'er  and  worlds  have  passed  away  ; 
Cold  in  the  dust  the  perished  hieart  may  lie, 
But  that  which  warmed  it  once  can  never  die." 

During  that  mighty  conflict  of  justice  and  usurpa- 
tion. Liberty  sat  at  the  feet  of  Mars,  wreathing  her 
laurel  chaplet,  between  alternate  hope  and  despair ; 
but  though  her  prospects  sometimes  became  gloomy, 
yet  her  champions  never  faltered.  In  her  first  dark 
moment,  when  tyranny  blackenSd  the  elements  above, 
and  thundered  around  Bunker's  Hill,  charged  with  the 
hail-stone  of  royal  vengeance,  as  if  to  burst  with  the 
terror  wielded  by  the  fiery  arm  of  Jove, — even  then 
there  arose,  long  and  loud  above  the  din  of  battle,  the 
rapturous  exclamation,  before  which  trained  veterans 
rolled  back  as  from  a  falling  rock, — "Dulce  est  pro 
patria  mori."  This  was  the  spirit  that  characterized 
the  war,  hovering  as  a  tutelar  saint  over  the  contend- 
ing legions  at  Saratoga,  and  the  destitution  of  Valley 
Forge.  And  in  the  last  awful  crisis,  when  monarchy 
and  subjugation  had  accumulated  for  a  final  consum- 
mation upon  the  plains  of  Yorktown  ;  when  our  desti- 
ny hung  upon  the  slender  chord  of  a  day's  events  ; 
when  the  Promethean  spark  which  had  been  kindled 
amongst  us  grew  dim,  and  Liberty  had  shaken  the  mist 
from  her  pinions,  for  a  long  and  perhaps  eternal  flight, 
then  it  was  that  the  aflfections  of  three  millions  of  peo- 
ple clustered  around  to  sustain  her  despondency,  or 
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sympathize  with  her  in  her  sad  fate,  if  fall  she  must ; 
but  lo!  the  gloom  dissipates  ;  a  faint  beaming  star  sud- 
denly shines  in  the  night  above  ;  brighter  and  brighter 
it  grows  as  it  careers  high  in  heaven,  until  it  expands 
into  one  universal  day,  with  the  broad  inscription, — 
Victory !  Victory ! !    America  is  free ! ! !     But  the  mili- 
tary struggle  was  not  all  to  be  accomplished.  The  cor- 
ner-stone of  that  magnificent  .edifice  was    yet  to  be 
laid,  and  the  mighty  men  of  the  age  were  yet  to  se- 
lect its  materials,  and  be  assembled  for  its  dedication. 
An  important  query  v^as  yet  to  be  answered, — would 
its  foundations  be  laid  upon  the  quicksands  of  dissen- 
tion,  to  be  soon  sapped  and  undermined  by  party  in- 
trigue, or  to  be  prostrated  and.  swept  away  by  the  war- 
ring and  discordant  elements  of  party  strife?    No! — a 
band   of   warm-hearted,   clear-headed,  patriotic  sages 
were  there;  the  modern  Solon,  Lycurgus,  Cincinnatus 
and  Alfred,   all  were  engaged  in  this  magnanimous 
work,  and  placed  its  base  upon  a  rock  of  eternal  gra- 
nite,—the  concurrence  of  the  people.     Thus  that  stu- 
pendous fabric  arose  on  Columbia's  soil,  with  beautiful 
but   simple    proportions,    attracting   and    astonishing, 
spreading  its  fame  across  the  Atlantic,  where  it  in- 
flames Bozarris  with  the  zeal  that  fired  his  illustrious 
fathers,  and  gives  birth  to  a  spirit  before  which  the 
despotic  dynasties  of  the  East  are  crumbling  piece-meal 
away,  while  yet  it  stands  in  its  original  grandeur, — 
all  wonderful,  all  venerable, — the  proudest  monument 
of  genius  that  the  world  ever  saw,  and  is  destined  to 
be  unexampled  in  durability  even  by  the   .Egyptian 
Pyramid  or  Grecian  Parthenon.     Three  massive  pil- 
lars  support   this    renowned   structure, — intelligence, 
justice  and  religious  toleration.     Within   its   interior 
stands  an  altar  dedicated  to  the  Goddess  of  Liberty, 
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with  this  immortal  inscription, — "  Our  lives,  our  for- 
tunes and  our  sacred  lionorT  Near  its  portals  flourish- 
es the  same  little  germ  that  withered,  a  beautiful  ex- 
otic indeed,  under  the  scorching  rays  of  the  sun  of  ty- 
ranny in  the  streets  of  Lexington,  and  there  was  wa- 
tered with  tears  and  blood;  but  now  how  changed, — 
the  giant  oak  extending  its  luxuriant  branches  over 
thirty  States  of  twenty  millions  of  people. 

"  Long  in  its  stiade  shall  children's  children  come, 
And  welcome  earth's  poor  wanderers  to  a  home  ; 
Long  may  it  live,  and  every  blast  defy, 
Till  Timc'.s  last  whirlwind  sweeps  the  vaulted  sky." 

Such,  fellow-citizens,  is  the  temple  of  American  Li- 
berty, and  such  is  your  noble  Constitution,  which  is 
now  revolutionizing  Europe,  and  is  one  day  to  stamp 
its  character  upon  the  character  of  the  world.  But  it 
is  time  that  we  should  relieve  the  patience  of  the  in- 
dulgent audience  who  have  honored  us  with  their  pre- 
sence this  evening. 

And  now.  Gentlemen  of  the  Literary  Societies,— 
Our  history  as  a  nation,  began  with  this  day,  seventy- 
three  years  ago.  Its  preface  is  the  Declaration,  to 
which  you  have  but  a  few  moments  since  listened. 
Who  would  not  wish  every  page  of  the  book  to  be  as 
glorious  as  the  opening  inscription  ?  Generations  past 
and  generations  to  come  hold  you  responsible  for  this 
sacred  trust.  Our  fathers  hazarded  all,  in  the  hope  of 
securing  what  they  have  transmitted  to  us.  Let  us  be 
true  to  them,  as  they  were  true  to  posterity.  Let  us 
emulate  their  virtues,  and  imitate  their  example.  We 
are  a  blest — a  peculiar  people,  and  have  every  induce- 
ment to  be  zealous  of  good  works.  This  rich  inheri- 
tance, this  glorious  liberty,  and  these  benign  institu- 
tions are  yours, — yours  to  enjoy,  yours  to  improve, 


